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Contemporania 



THE GARRET 



Come let us pity those who are better off than we are. 
Come, my friend, and remember 

that the rich have butlers and no friends, 
And we have friends and no butlers. 
Come let us pity the married and the unmarried. 

Dawn enters with little feet 

like a gilded Pavlova, 
And I am near my desire. 
Nor has life in it aught better 
Than this hour of clear coolness, 

the hour of waking together. 

THE GARDEN 

En robe de ■parade. 

Samain. 

Like a skein of loose silk blown against a wall 

She walks by the railing of a path in Kensington Gardens, 

And she is dying piece-meal 

of a sort of emotional anemia. 

And round about there is a rabble 

Of the filthy, sturdy, unkillable infants of the very poor. 

They shall inherit the earth. 

In her is the end of breeding. 

Her boredom is exquisite and excessive. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

She would like some one to speak to her, 
And is almost afraid that I 

will commit that indiscretion. 

ORTUS 

How have I labored ? 

How have I not labored 

To bring her soul to birth, 

To give these elements a name and a centre! 

She is beautiful as the sunlight, and as fluid. 

She has no name, and no place. 

How have I laboured to bring her soul into separation; 

To give her a name and her being! 

Surely you are bound and entwined, 

You are mingled with the elements unborn; 

I have loved a stream and a shadow. 

I beseech you enter your life. 
I beseech you learn to say " I " 
When I question you: 
For you are no part, but a whole; 
No portion, but a being. 

DANCE FIGURE 
For the Marriage in Cana of Galilee 
Dark eyed, 
O woman of my dreams, 
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